MY   AFRICAN   NEIGHBOURS

gave him leave to approach by stepping aside; but if the plate
was put on the verandah before she had arrived, he flew up
to the top of a tree near the house, and there started cawing
frantically and unceasingly, until she came sweeping down
and on to the verandah with a great rush of wings, which
always reminded me of Paolo and Francesca. She, of
course, always fell to at once, as she was fully justified in
doing as the mother of a family.

On two occasions only did my four ravens in Ndumbi
make an exception to the rule that no other ravens were
allowed in the neighbourhood of the camp. Twice a single
stranger appeared in the reserve, who was good-humouredly
tolerated for several days, and then left. I can only assume
that it was a young raven with matrimonial intentions, the
scion of another dynasty, who came to propose to Mes-
salina after sounding the views of her parents. On both
occasions the visit remained without visible result.

My hope that a pair of my raven friends would, one day,
follow my safari and stick to it, was never, alas! realized.
They would follow the caravan for a time, flying above it
and apparently much excited; but not in a single instance
did they accompany me so far as the first camping-place of
the journey, obeying, evidently, the unwritten law in the
code of ravens, not to penetrate into foreign reserves.

Swallow-tailed brown kites, so common all over Africa,
are as willing as ravens to make friends with man, and
frequently appear in camping-places. They were always
ignominiously chased away by my ravens, but once, in the
Pare Mountains, where I never saw the corvus crassiros-
tris, I formed an entente cordiale with one of them, which
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